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at odds with the local folk aad make enemies of them. The theme
is as old as the hills. Balzac made use of it. But in this case the story
had not followed the usual course of fiction, for the country dwellers
of Larjuzon had been worsted by the lady from the city. One day,
when Saintis had been drinking heavily, he was so rude to my step-
mother that my father was compelled to get rid of him. But he
never forgave his second wife for having driven him to take this
step.

The Vignottes, who regarded Brigitte as their benefactress, were
very grudgingly accepted by my father. He could not abide his new
agent and regretted old Saintis for all his drunkenness and his
thieving propensities.

Ours was a part of the country where all wagging tongues were
feared, but those of the Vignottes most of all. Madame Vignotte,
with her lips and cheeks sucked inwards over her toothless gums,
looked like nothing so much as a walking proboscis straddled by a
pair of spectacles and surmounted by shiny strands of false black
hair. She never returned from her shopping expeditions without
having some morsel of gossip for Madame Brigitte. She rarely made
direct assaults upon the reputations of our neighbours, but delighted
in hints and sly jokes at their expense. The odd thing was that
nothing ever seemed to disconcert the pietistic old dame, who had
never in her life been a step from the village. Adultery, needless to
say, she took in her stride. But she knew all about, and was quite
willing to discuss, incest and every kind of sexual aberration, not
excluding the crime of sodomy, chuckling and winking the while.

The market was her happy hunting-ground, and she left the
woods and fields to the tender mercies of her husband who, from
the vantage-ground of his pony-trap perched high on its big wheels,
dominated the countryside as he drove from farm to farm. Many
were the couples philandering in fancied security during the heat of
the day or when darkness fell who were singled out by his hawk-
like eye. Sometimes the actual prey was hidden from view;, but the
sight of two bicycles, symbolically entwined beneath a bush, would
fill him with a wicked joy.

Now it so happened that one day, not far from a hut used for